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to young Jacob Ritson. She heard them lead
the horse out and its sharp stamp on the stones,
very clear on that summer evening. Then she
saw him ride off, the box behind him. She saw
him climb the Fell beyond the Tarn. And still
her anger was so hot that it held her high in
fiery space.

Many hours later, at some early morning
time, she woke, and her brain was quite clear and
her anger all gone. She did not at first realise
that he was not there, Half awake, she turned
as she was accustomed to do, to settle her small
body inside the curve of his arm. She would lay
her head on his breast, even in her sleep seeing
that her hair was not in his eyes, then her hand
would fold inside his palm*

She stretched out her hand and touched only
the cold bed, Then she was fully awake. She
sat up to hear some bird calling its cry like slipping
water beyond the open window. There was a
pale light* like stealing smoke over the room, and
m her ear as though a voice had called it from over
the hill: * I shall never return/

She waited weeks for a letter. None came.
He was gone; and he meant, no doubt, what he
had said* It would be like him. She saw now
that she had never had any real hold on him.
He did not love her; he had very often told her
so. He liked to tell her. She knew nothing
about his life without her* She envisaged White-
haven and the sea as a strange town, the houses